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water with a low range of hills scantily wooded
running on either side of us.  As we progressed the
Yang-tse-kiang   broadened   perceptibly   and  the
hills became lower and lower and receded in the
distance and later on disappeared altogether.   In
the afternoon of the second day we touched Nanking,
the old capital of the Empire, and though we were
lying at anchor full two hours in the port, by one of
those strange fatalities I missed seeing its famous
Porcelain Tower.    The wonderful scenery of the
Yang-tse-kiang  for  which  the  guide-books  had
prepared me I could nowhere find, though we had
been by then sailing down the river for more than
forty hours and were within a day's run of Shanghai.
It was, however, all very interesting to observe the
river-life at the various small ports we touched and
watch the Chinaman in his own home and among
his native surroundings away from the tracks of
Western civilisation.    Between ports time passed
agreeably enough talking to various English com-
panions of mine on board.   One of these who had
passed most of his life in China gave me interesting
details of the life and character of the people we had
around us.   Pointing to the junks and sampans we
saw lined up by the river-side as we approached the
different ports, he remarked that whole families
lived in those tiny river-crafts, and most of those we
noticed standing and working on them were prob-
ably born in them and would certainly die in them
just as their ancestors had done before them.  The
people, I put in, must possess extraordinary vitality
merely to exist in those rude river contrivances of